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Well, my Lcgittimate, if this Letter fpeed. 
And my inucntion thriue, Edmondihz bafe 
Shall coWLegitimace : I grow, I profpen 
Now Gods,ftand vp for Baftards. 

Enter Gloucefler. 

Glo.Kent baniflVd thus? and France in choller parted ? 
And the King gone to night ? Prefcrib'd his powre, 
Confin'd to exhibition? Ail this done 
Vpon the gad ? Edmond, how now? What ncwes ? 

Baft* So plcafe your Lordihip, none. 

Glou. Why fo earneftly feckc you to put vp f Letter ? 

*Baft f I know no ne wes,my Lord. 

Cjlou. What Paper were you reading? 

*B*fi. Nothing my Lord. 

Clou. No ? what needed then that terrible difpatch of 
it into your Pocket ? The quality of nothing, hath nor 
fuch neede to hide it fclfc. Let's fee : corne, if it bee no- 
thing, I fhah not neede Spectacles. 

Baft. I befeech you Sir, pardon mee; it is a Letter 
from my Brother, that 1 haue not all ore-read ; and for fo 
much as I haue perus'd, I findc it not fit for your ore-loo- 
king. 

, Clou. Giue me the Lctter,$ir. 

'Baft. I fliall offend, eicher to dctaine, ©r giue it : 
The Contents , as in part I vnderftand them, 
Arc too blame. 

Glox. Let's fee, let's fee. 

Baft. I hope for my Brothers iuftification, hee wrote 
this but as an effay,or tafte of my Vertue. 

Cjlou. reads. This pohcie y and reverence of A$e snakes the 
world bitter to the be ft of our times : keefes our Fortunes from 
vs , till our oldnejfe cannot relUfl? them. I begin to fade an idle 
and fond bondage, in the oppreffim of aged tyranny >w bo fwayes 
not as it hath power \ but as it is fi*ffer*d. Come to me, that of 
this I may fpeake more, /four Father would fleepe Hit ! wa^d 
him f youjhouldenioy half a his l^euennew for ever, and line the 
beloued of your Brother. Edgar. 
Hum ? Confpiracy ? Sleepc till 1 wake him, you fliould 
cnioy halfc his Reuennew : my Sonne Edgar , had hee a 
hand to write this ? A heart and braine to breede it in ? 
When came you to this ? Who brought it ? 

Baft. It was not brought mee, my Lord ; there's the 
cunning of it. I found it thrownc in *at the Cafement of 
myCloiTer. 

Clou. You know the charafter to be your Brothers ? 

'Baft. If the matter were good my Lord, I durft fwear 
it were his : but in refpeft of that, 1 would fainc thinke it 
were not. • 

Glou. It is his. 

'Baft. Itishishand,my Lord : but I hope his heart is 
not in the Contents. 
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Cjlo. Has he ncuer before founded you in this bufines? 

'Baft. Ncuer my Lord.But I haue heard him ofr main- 
taine it to be fir,thac Sonnes at perfect age, and Fathers 
decline, the Father flioulcl bee as Ward to the Son, and 
the Sonne manage his Reuennew* 

Glott. O Villain, villain : his very opinion in the Let- 
ter. Abhorred Villaine, vnnaturall, detcfted, brutifii 
Villains \ vvorfe then brutifo : Go firrah, feeke hini : He 
apprehend him. Abhominable Villaine,where is he ? 

Baft. I do not well know my L.If it fhall pleafe you to 
fufpend your indignation againft my Brother,til you can 
deriue from him better tefl imony of his intent, you (hold 
run a certaine courfe : where, lfyou violently proceed a- 
gainft him, miftaking his purpoie, it would make a great 
gap in your owne Honor,and (hake in pecccs^he heart of 


e. I dare pawne downe my lifef^L — 
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bis obedience, 
he hath writ 
to no other pi 

Glou. Thinke you fo? 

Baft. If your Honor iudge it meer e, I will «i 
where you fliall heare vs conferre of this and b ^ 
cular afiurance haue your fatisfa&ion and th y * nAuri * 
any further delay, then this very Eueninp tvVuh ou t 

Glou. u- ' „ & 

him 

finefle after your owne wifedome. 
felfe, to be in a due refolution. 

Baft. I will feeke him Sir, prefently. com ^ L \ 
fineffc as 1 fliall find meanes,and acquaint IZ J ^ 

Glou. Thefe late Eclipfes in the Sun 
tend no good to vs : though the wifedomeofN P ° r " 
reafon it thus, and thus, yet Nature finds it r e lf/r Can 
by the fequent eflfcas. Loue coolcs, friendfh m r 
Brothers d.uide. In Cities, mutinies 
cord ; in Pallaces, Treafon , and the Bond h55? ^ 


. He cannot bee fuch a Monfler Ed 
mt: windcmeintohimjpravvou *f M mn ?H.„ 

frame the B„. 


I would 


vnftat 


Sonne and Father. This villaine of mine 
prediction; there's Son againft Father, the KinS 2? 
byaso Nature , there's Father agamftCh^^ 
feenethebeftofournme. Machinations, holloS 
treacherie, and all ruinous diforders follow v s difo 
to our Graues. Find out this Villain s &W ic ffj 
thee nothing, do it carefully ; and the Noble & true I 
ted [Kent banifVd; his o&nce honcfty.Tuftran^S 
V*fi. Thi s ,s the excellent foppery of the world that 
when we are fickc in fortune.often the furfcts ofour^n 
behauiour, we make guilry of our difafters,;the Sun the 
Moone,and Starres,as if we were villainescn neceffitie 
Fuolesbyheauenlycompulfion, Knaues, Thceucs and 
Treacher* by Spherical! predominance. Drunkards^ 
ars.and Adulterers by an infore'd obedience of Planaury 
influence; and all that we are euill in, by a diuine thru- 
fling on. An admirable euafion of Whorc-mattcr-man, 
to lay hisGoatiflidifpofition on the charge ofaSmrc! 
My father compounded with my mother vnder theDra- 
gons taile, and my Nariuity was vnder Vrfa Maior, f 0 
thar it followes, 1 am rough and Lcacherous. I fhouUi 
haue bin that I am, had the maidcnleft Starreinthc Fir. 
mamenc twinkled on my baftardizing. 

Enter E cigar. 

Pat : he comes like the Catafhophe of the old Comedic; 
my Cue is villanousMelancholly, withafighehkeT^ 

o'Bedlam. O thefe Eclipfes do portend thefe diui. 

fions. Fa. Sol, La, Me. 

Edg. How now Brother Edmond ) what fcrious con- 
templation are you in? 

Bail, 1 am thinking Brother of a prediction I read this 
other day, what fliould follow thefe Eclipfes. 

tdg. Do you buile your felfe with that ? 

Baft. I promifc you, the effects he writes of/uccccdc 
vnhappily. 

When fa w you my Father laft ? 

Sdg. The night gone by. 

Baft, Spake you with him i 

Edg. I, two houres together. 

'Baft . Parted you in good termes ? Found you no dif- 
pJcafure in him, by word, nor countenance ? 

Sdg. None at all, 

Baft, Bethink your felfe wherein you may haue offen- 
ded him : and at my entreaty forbeare his prefence,vntill 
fome little timehath qualified the heat of his dilpl^fure, 
' which at this inftant fo raecth in him, that with the m\ 
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auelTofyourperfon,it would icarfely alay. 
Edg. Some Villain chathdone me wrong. 
Edrrt. That's my feare , I pray you haue a continent 
forbearance till the fpeed of bis rage goes flower : and as 
lfay\retire with me to my lodging, from whence I will 
fitly bring you to heare my Lord fpeake ? pfay ye goe, 
there's my key : if you do flirre abroad,goe arm'd. 
Edg. Arm'd,Brother f 

£dm. Brother, 1 aduife you to the beft,I am no honcft 
man,if ther be any good meaning toward you: I haue cold 
you what I haue feene,and heard : But'faintly, Nothing 
like the image,and horror of it, pray you away. 

Fig. Shall I heare from you anon? Exit. 
Edm. IdoferueyouinthisbufineiTe: 
A Credulous Father, and a Brother Noble, 
VVhofe nature is fo farre'from doing harmes, 
That he fufpe#s none ; on whcfefoohfli honeflic 
My practifes ride eafie :I fee the bufinefle. 
Let me,if not by birth,haue lands by wir, 
All with me's meete,that I can faflnon fit. Exit. 


Scena c Tertia. 


Enter Goner; 11 \ and Steward, 

Con. Did my Father ftnke my Gentleman for chi- 
ding of his Fooie? 
Ste. 1 Madam*. 

Gon. By day and nightie wrongs me,euery ho wrc 
He flaflies into one greffe cnme,or other, 
That fcts vs all at odi» ; He not endure it ; 
His Knights grow riotous, and himfelfc vpbraides vs 
On eueiy trifle. When he returncs fromhunting, 
1 will not fpeake with him, fay I am fickc, 
If you come flacke of former feruiccs, 
You fhall do well , the fault of it He 3iifwer. 

Sta. He's combing Madam, I hearehim. 

Cjon. Put on what weary negligence you pleafe, 
You and your Fellowes: i'de haue it come toqueflionj 
If he diftafle it,let him to my Sifter^ 
Whole mind and mmel know in that arc one, 
Remember what I hauefaid. 

Ste. Well Madam. 

Cfon* And iet his Knights haue colder lookes among 
you : what growes of it no matter, 3duife your fellowes 
fo, He write flraight to my Sifter to hold my courl e?f re- 
pare for dinner* Exeunt. 


Scena Qmrta. 


Enter Kent* 

Kent. If but as will I other accents borrow, 
That can my fpeech defufe, my good i ntent 
May carry through it felfe to that full ifftic 
For which! raiVd my likcnelTe. Now banifht Kent, 
If thou canftlerue where thou doft ftandcondcmn'd, 
So may it comc,thy Maftcr whom thou Idu'ft, 
Shall find thee full of labour?. 


H*r*4s within. Enter Lear and Att endants. 
Lear. Let me not ftay a iot tor dinner, gogetlirea- 
dy;ho wnow,what arc thou ? 
Kent. A man Sir. 

Lear. What doft thou profeffe ? What would'fl thou 
wichvs? 

Ktnt. I do profeffe to be no lefle then I feeme; o ferue 
himtruely that will put me in trufl, toiouc him that is 
: hohefl.to conuerfe with hini that is v i(c and iaxes iittlc,to 
' feare iudgementjto fight when I cannot chooie, and to 
eatenofifh. 

Lear. What art thou? 

Kent. A very honefl hearted Fellow, and as poore as 
the King. 

Lear, ifthoubc'ft aspooie for a fubiefl^as hee's fora 
Kingjtbou art poore enough. What wouldft thou ? 
Kent. Seruice. 

Lear. Who wouldft thou ferue? 
Kent, You. 

Lear. Do'f} thou know me fellow ? 
Kent. No Sir,but you haue thai in your countenance, 
which I would faine call Maftcr. 
Lear. What's that? 
Kent* Authority. 

Lear* What feruiccs canfl thou do ? 
Kent. I can keepe honcft connfaile, ride, run,marrc a 
curioiutale in telling it, and deliver a plaine rncfTagc 
bluntly : that which ordinary men are fit 'for, Jam 'qual- 
lified in,and the beft of me/is Dilhgence. 
i Lear, How old art thou > 
i Kent. Not foybung Sir to loue a woman for finging, 
' nor fo old to dote on her for any thing. 1 haue yeares on 
my backe forry eight. 

Lear. Follow me 5 thou fhalt ferue me ,if I like thee no 
worfe after dinner, I will not part from thee yet. Dinner 
ho.dinr.crvwhcrc's my knauc^myFoole PiGoyou ano cn'l 
my Foolc hither. You you Sirrah, where's my Daughter? 
Enter Steward. 

Ste. So pleafe you -~ Exit. 

Lear. What faiesthe Fellow there ? Call the' Ciot- 
pole backe : wher's my Foi>!e ? Ho, I thinke the world's 
afleepe,how now f Where's that Mungrell ? 
Kmgh. He faies my Lord, your Daughters is not well. 
Lear. Why came not the (hue backe to roc when I 
call d him ? 

Knigh. Sir,he anfwered me in the roundeft manner,he 
would not. 

Lear. He would not ? 

Knight. My Lord, I know hot what the matter is, 
but to my ludgement your HighneiTe is not emcrtain'd 
with that Ceremonious afTcc^ion as you were wont, 
theres a great abatement of kindnefle appeares as well in 
the generall dcpendants,as in the JJuke himfelfe alfo^and 
your Daughter. 

Lear. Ha i Saift thou fo> 

Knigh. I befeech yoy pardon me my Lord, if I bee 
miftaken, formyduty cannot be filcnt, when I thinke 
your Highncffe wfong'd. 

Lean Thou but remembreft me of mine owne Con- 
ception, Ihaueperceiueda moft faint neglect of laie, 
which I haue rather blamed as mine owne lealous curio- 
fitie,then 3s a very pretence and purpofe of vnkindneffe; 
I Will looke further intoo'o : but whereVmy Foolc ? I 
haue not feenc him this two daics. 

Knight. Since my young ladies going into France 

I... ■■■ . " ^ si 


ce 


